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Of Kissing You 


Author's Notes: 
Hey guys! Uh, I\'m back! So it looks like the Crue Heads haven\'t been super active in my absence, but 


hopefully someone sees this. Nice to be back in business :) Enjoy! 


They're still thrumming with adrenaline from the show, Nikki realizes as they stumble into some nameless San 
Francisco bar. He can practically feel Tommy vibrating next to him as they stumble over the threshold and 
into a crowd of people. Vince and Mick say something vague and half-heard about grabbing a booth or a chick 
or even going home, but Nikki waves them off and follows Tommy's tall curls and leather-clad ass through the 
late-night crowd. 


There aren't any barstools left, but they manage to elbow in and get a little spot at the bar standing. Their 
hips are pressed together and Nikki can feel the sharp jut of Tommy's pelvis grinding into the soft skin of his 
sides. He presses closer to it, blames the crowd, and revels in the feel of leather pants against the bare skin 
of his side through the holes in his shirt. Tommy holds up two fingers and a bartender nods to him in 


recognition. 


"Just two?" Nikki asks with a smirk. He leans away a bit so he can sway back and bump Tommy's hip with his 
own, "| think we deserve a little more after a show like that." 


"Do you now?" Tommy chuckles as he's handed their drinks. Nikki chuckles back and accepts one. They both lean 
their elbows on the bar and enjoy their drinks for a moment before more people cram up to the bar and 
shove them closer together. Nikki turns slightly, the sharp hip becoming uncomfortable on his side. They sip in 
silence for a while longer until their drinks are gone and Tommy holds up two more fingers. Nikki follows the 
shifting of tendons in his wrist with an interest that isn't surprising To him anymore. 


"Nice to see you, by the way," he decides to say on a whim. He feels more than sees Tommy's head shift to 
look at him. Nikki was still looking past Tommy into the bar area, counting bottles, but he catches Tommy 
furrowing his brows, obviously having no clue what Nikki was referring to. "Thought we'd never see you again 
when you ran off with that model from Ou" The bar tender slid two beers down the bar to them and they 
both took hold of theirs. 


"Yeah?," Tommy breathed with a grin, turning more fully to face Nikki. He took a sip of his new drink and Nikki 
could feel the cold air around the bottle against his cheek. 


Nikki leaned his face closer to Tommy, one elbow still on the bar. He had to look up through his bangs at this 


angle. "Mm-hmm," he hummed, tilting his head, "She was hot. | wouldn't have come back" 


| doubt that," Tommy set his drink on the bar next to him and shifted around between Nikki and the man 
behind him. His pelvis was grinding into Nikki's own now and Nikki thought of dancing briefly, shifted too because 
he could. "I've seen hotter," Tommy's voice was rougher somehow, it had a different quality than the 


roughness he sometimes got after yelling at a show. 

"Mmmh," it wasn't a sound of assenting or of disagreement. Nikki licked his lips and looked back up at Tommy 
through his eyelashes. He was met with dark eyes and a slightly open mouth panting beer-scented breath 
softly in his face. 


"Some gig, huh?" Tommy asked, low and private, after a moment of staring. Nikki contemplated the question for 
a second, staring into the narrow opening of his bottle of beer. At last he nodded. 


"| guess, yeah." 

Tommy laughed and Nikki felt it, "It wasn't a hard question, Sixx," he shook his head and signaled the bartender 
to bring two more beers over. Two beers was hardly a lot, but Nikki felt dizzy, the din of the crowd fading 
into white noise as his focus zeroed in on Tommy's lips around the cool bottle in his hand. Nikki shrugged, 
realizing he needed to reply somehow, and downed the rest of his current drink. 


"| burned my shoulder when | set my jumpsuit on fire and the fire department was pissed" 


"Told you I'd seen hotter," Tommy winked and grinned as he said it, but he was betrayed by a slight flush 


coming suddenly over his ears. Nikki gave him a laugh for his troubles, knowing Tommy would feel it as he had, 
but choked it off when Tommy reached up to run two fingers gently over Nikki's now bare shoulder. It hurt, 
but the touch was gentle, and his flesh was sensitive. 


He reached blindly for his new drink as the bartender set it down, eyes not wanting to leave Tommy's face. He 
took a long gulp and saw Tommy watching his mouth rather than his eyes. "Do you.." Nikki started, mouth still 
pressed against the bottle. He gulped, lowered the drink between them. Tommy took this as a sign to start 


drinking his own somehow. 
"Do | what?" Tommy's voice was close and conspiratorial. 


"Wanna get outta here?" Nikki breathed, knowing exactly how he sounded as he let his voice drop pitch. 
Tommy's Adam's apple, which Nikki was staring at now, bobbed up and down as he swallowed. 


"Yeah," Tommy croaked, "What did you have in mind?" His fingers slipped from Nikki's shoulder and down to his 


elbow. 


"| don't know," Nikki muttered, putting a hand on Tommy's hip to drag him out of the crowd by the bar, 
"Whatever. Anything. Nothing. | don't care," he was suddenly desperate to get Tommy out of there and he 
couldn't have said why, though he knew, bar tab be damned. Tommy's face was bright and curious and flushed 
a healthy color under the residual makeup as Nikki began to walk backwards, pulling Tommy by one hip, fingers 
finding traction on the leather. 


"How about the hotel?" Tommy licked his lips and Nikki nearly stumbled over a chair in plain sight, "I've got 
some stuff there | think you'll like.” 


"Yeah?" Nikki had turned around forward now, but his hand was still on Tommy's hip. 

"Yeah," Tommy's voice was close in his ear and he shuddered as the breath shifted his hair, tickling his ear. 
They hit the night air and shivered, despite its relative warmth considering it was the last day of October. The 
hotel was just a short stumble away, maybe twenty minutes in their high heels and buzzed state of mind if 
Nikki kept a hand on Tommy's hip. 

They crashed into their room with no decorum, pleased to find it void of any other band members or friends. 
They slammed the door behind them and Tommy pulled his duffle bag out from under the end of his bed, 
tossing it on his mattress. A short dig through it and Tommy was triumphantly holding a little baggy in his 
hand. 

"We don't have a credit card or anythin," Nikki muttered, sitting on the edge of the bed. 


"You got a pick?" Tommy held out his hand. Nikki did, he remembered, in the coin pocket of his jeans. He pulled 
it out and set it in Tommy's open palm, his fingers grazing the skin there. Tommy cut it and split it for the 


both of them and Nikki would have thanked him, might have even, but his face was down on the bedside table 
before he could worry about it. Tommy took the time to roll up a spare dollar and took his turn next, tucking 


the bill and bag back into his duffle when he was done. 


They both sank to the floor, leaning back on the bed, waiting the few seconds it took to kick in. Like flipping a 
switch, Nikki felt his feeling of accomplishment with the show triple, his mood skyrocketing. Suddenly he was 
filled with a fresh energy, rekindling the adrenaline from the show. He turned to his left to share his smile 
with Tommy. Sharp, clear focus brown eyes stared back at him, surprising in their closeness. Nikki licked his 
lips and felt powder on them, licked them again for good measure. He heard a ragged breath and felt it against 
his face as Tommy reached up a hand to brush his thumb over the corner of Nikki's mouth. 


"Missed some," he muttered, eyes staring down to where his thumb was still pressed into Nikki's lips, other 


fingers curling under his jaw. 


"Tomm-" the strange, double-edged ferocity is what surprised him most, the way Tommy's mouth crashed 
into his, teeth clacking, and then immediately softened into a firm press of tongue against the slack seam of 
his lips. Nikki, inhibitions long since one out the door and running still further away, couldn't suppress a full 


throated moan as he opened up to Tommy. 


At Nikki's acquiescence Tommy brought his other hand up to cup the other side of Nikki's face, pulling him 
closer as his tongue chased the flavor of the beer from the bar down Nikki's throat. Nikki pressed into it, 
opened his jaw as wide as he could, snaking a hand around to push his hands up through Tommy's hair from 


the base of his neck. 


Suddenly Tommy was up on his knees, caging Nikki with his limbs and using his bruising kisses to push him into 
the side of the bed. Nikki's hands scratched lightly at Tommy's scalp and pulled teasingly at his curls until 
Tommy groaned shortly, pulling back from the kiss to pant wetly in Nikki's mouth. 


"Where'd. that come from?” Nikki heaved in lungfuls of air, his hand still wound loosely in Tommy's hair. 


"its been coming for a while and you fucking know it," Tommy snapped, but his voice was deep a quiet, eyes 
boring like liquid coal into Nikki's own, now a sliver of green around an abyss, whether from the coke or not, 
neither could say. Contrary to his tone, Tommy leaned back in and placed a slow, gentle kiss against Nikki's 

closed mouth, sucking his bottom lip and ever-so-gently lowering himself down to Nikki's lap, straddling him. 


Nikki licked behind Tommy's teeth to keep from thinking things over, knowing in the back of his mind this was a 
bad, bad idea; he knew it when he'd first noticed the curve of Tommy's lips and the jut of his hips, he knew it 
at the bar too, but definitely couldn't stop now. He tightened his hold in Tommy's hair and yanked him the rest 
of the way down sharply, their hips coming together. Tommy panted raggedly against his lips, bumping his hips 


down again for good measure. 


"Coming for," Nikki puffed as Tommy's lips moved across his jaw, a hint of teeth rasping against the join of jaw 


and neck, "how long exactly?" He wanted to know how long Tommy’d felt whatever this was. 


"Mmm," Tommy replied noncommittally, deeming the corner of Nikki's jaw a good place to bite. Nikki's hands slid 
down to grip Tommy's arms, his fingers tightening in the fabric of his t-shirt sleeves. 


"Mmm," Nikki replied in earnest, gyrating his hips and moaning at the friction of jeans catching on leather pants. 
He felt Tommy's smile against his jaw and moved his hands low to cup Tommy through his pants. Tommy 
gasped at the unexpected contact and snapped his hips into it. Nikki ran his thumb down the zipper, taking 
pleasure in the sound that caught in the back of Tommy's throat. 


"Nikki," he muttered, mouthing wetly at his neck. Nikki shuddered as he sucked a mark suddenly and sharply, 


rubbing his thumb against Tommy more firmly in response. 


"C'mon, c'mon," Nikki panted, pushing with his free hand at Tommy's shirt. Tommy pulled back to pull it up and 
off himself. "Fuck, c'mere," Nikki breathed. 


"Well which one is it?" Tommy laughed breathily in his ear as he leaned back into Nikki's body. 


"Shut up, just shut up," Nikki growled, the effect ruined by his labored breathing, pulling Tommy's hair until his 
head was where he wanted it. He bit at Tommy's lips and then used his tongue to soothe them briefly, slipping 
it into Tommy's mouth when he was done. Tommy slowly melted into Nikki's body, the only point of tension 
pressing against Nikki's groin and slowly pressing harder. 


Tommy's hands were under his shirt, tapping out an idle beat against his ribs and slowly pushing his shirt into 
his armpits. Nikki put his hands in the same place and pushed Tommy roughly away so he fell back on the 
ground and all but pounced to straddle him, sliding up his body and stopping with their hips pressed firmly 
together. He began rocking down, face hovering above Tommy's . 


Then he was underneath Tommy again, pressed into the itchy carpet by still-gangly limbs and sharp bones. His 
breath whooshed out of him as his back slammed into the floor and Tommy's hips picked up the rhythm, 
grinding down hard enough to slide Nikki across the carpet. His hands finally pulled Nikki's tank top off and he 
tossed it off to the side. 


Nikki growled something he couldn't even understand and grabbed Tommy's ass and a shoulder, rolling to flip 
them. They tumbled a couple of times before they hit something- a piece of luggage, Nikki registered 
somewhere in his subconscious- and Tommy was on the bottom. Nikki leaned down to sharply bite Tommy's 
shoulder, making sure to leave a painful mark. He thrust down and Tommy hissed in his ear, yanking sharply at 
his hair and making him yelp. Nikki barely registered the flip, but his air all left him again as Tommy slammed 
him over like a wrestler and pinned him by the shoulders. He winced and whined tightly at the pressure against 


his burn, but Tommy's eyes were blazing and there was no way he would let up. 


This time Nikki could do nothing but feel the rug burn forming on his back and moan as Tommy's fingers 
slipped fleetingly into his pants, his other hand still holding his uninjured shoulder to the floor. He pressed his 
hips up after the pressure as it lifted up slightly. He considered trying to roll their position again, but his 


shoulder was starting to ache with the force Tommy was exerting and Tommy's other hand was unbuttoning 
his jeans. Tommy was grinning like a bastard down at him, a red flush high on his cheeks. His face makeup was 


running, his eye shadow and eyeliner darkening his eye sockets and making him look mad. 
"Shut up," Nikki snapped again, reaching to fumble with his jean buttons. 


"| wasn't-" Tommy's expression shifted to a pout before Nikki arched, smashed their mouths together, and 
reached to yank Tommy's pants down his thighs in one rough movement. It startled a rough groan from 


Tommy and Nikki grabbed his cock to hear it again. 


He began pumping with long, rough strokes. Tommy was holding himself up off of Nikki with shaking arms, still 
using his shoulders rather than the floor for an anchor, and Nikki used his free hand to run along the tendons 
in them, appreciating the definition he got from drumming. 


"Nik-ki," Tommy panted, hips grinding into his grip, "Fuck-" he choked out, one hand moving from supporting his 
weight to rubbing Nikki's exposed hip. "Fuck, Nikki," he muttered again, a shudder ripping down his spine. Nikki 
pushed away Tommy's hair, which had fallen in his face, and pulled him down by the back of the neck. Nikki bit 
his lips again and Tommy growled, biting back this time. 


"Ni- ah!" he choked as Nikki squeezed a little too hard on his dick. He aggressively tugged at the hem of Nikki's 
jeans, forcing them down his hips, one button that had been left buttoned breaking off and skittering across 
the carpet. Nikki moaned long and loud as Tommy took him in hand. 


"God-" he choked as Tommy started up his strokes, "Yeah," he breathed. His strokes on Tommy faltered. 


"C'mon, Sixx," Tommy muttered, leaning down to press a sloppy kiss to the corner of his mouth, "Don't stop 
now." Nikki chased his lips, mostly just using his tongue. 


"Shut up, Tommy," Nikki ground out from behind clenched teeth. 


"Why?" Tommy spat, his grip on Nikki's hip tightening painfully before pulling away, the heel of his other hand 
digging into the sensitive join of his shoulder. Tommy put two of his fingers in his own mouth and Nikki was 


still too frustrated to ask himself why. 


"| don't know, | just, | just- FUCK!" he crowed as Tommy quickly and unceremoniously shoved a finger inside 
him. "Tommy-" he snarled. 


"Shut up," Tommy muttered distractedly, forcing Nikki's legs apart with his knees and pressing a kiss that 
missed to Nikki's chin, nipping it for added measure. 


"Fuuu, l- Tommy- |," Nikki panted, voice high and frantic with the new intrusion slowly moving in and out of 


him. "Never..." Nikki sighed as Tommy thumbed a particularly sensitive spot on his dick 


"Shh," Tommy muttered, deciding it time for a second finger. Nikki hissed at the mostly dry entry, hips jerking 
away in reflex. Tommy stopped stroking him and reached up with his now free hand to grab one of Nikki's 
hands and press it to the floor, fingers intertwined. 


He slowly added another finger a few moments later, Nikki on the verge of telling him to stop. He didn't though, 
and it was still painful when Tommy pulled his fingers out and replaced them with himself in a long, slow push. 


"Shit, Nikki, shit.." he groaned, resting his damp forehead on Nikki's bruised shoulder. 
"Gonna feel this for days, fucker," Nikki hissed angrily, grinding his teeth against the pain. 
"You're gonna be high anyway. Not gonna.. fuck you hard," Tommy panted, starting to twitch his hips. 


"Didn't think you were gonna at all," Nikki grumbled, wincing, "I've never... never... ah!” he gasped as Tommy's 
hips moved a little faster. 


"Relax, man, come on," Tommy used the hand not holding Nikki's to reach up and brush some hair out of Nikki's 


face. 


"You just assume-" Nikki's words caught in his throat as a high-pitched whine was torn from him, Tommy 
having hit something that didn't feel entirely awful for a split second. He clung to Tommy's back and hair for 
the ride, wondering how he'd ended up as the bitch in this situation, his shoulders throbbing to remind him. He 
panted roughly in Tommy's ear and bit any part of his throat he could get to, looking for a little retaliation for 
the rug burn and rough entry. 


"God you feel good, Nik," Tommy moaned, grabbing Nikki's only free hand and pressing it into the carpet too. 
Nikki pressed upwards against them, testing his part in the whole thing, and was met with a simple affectionate 
squeeze to both of his hands and a press back down. Tommy took it as a sign to quicken the pace just a little 


more. 
"You motherfucker,” Nikki wheezed, gasping as Tommy brushed the promising spot again. "Right there, right 
there," he babbled, forcing one hand free and using it to guide Tommy's hips back where he wanted them. 
"Yeah," he sighed, shutting his eyes as the pain began to dissipate a bit. 

"See, it's not so bad," Tommy mumbled against his neck. 

"Your huge fucking dick-" Nikki snarled. 

"Shut up, that's not even an insult," Tommy had the audacity to giggle lightly, leaning down and pulling Nikki's 
legs up so he could kiss him slow, with the intention of shutting him up. His thrusts were back at the wrong 


angle and Nikki felt a sizzling anger popping in his head. 


He bit Tommy's tongue hard enough to taste a little blood and Tommy yelped in pain, retaliating by thrusting 


once, violently. Nikki cursed and squeezed at Tommy's hands, biting his own lip and tasting blood again. Tommy 
let out a frustrated sigh and let go of one of the hands, using his to slip between them and begin stroking 
Nikki's now half-hard dick. 


The pain lessened more with the added pleasant sensation and Nikki relaxed a little back into the floor, letting 
Tommy take the reins, resigning to it. Tommy brushed the spot inside him again and Nikki sighed, thrusting 
back for the first time as a different tactic of encouragement. Tommy was making soft noises of pleasure 
above him and Nikki, eyes fluttering shut, felt another love bite sucked into his neck, his legs being folded up 


again. 


"Nik," Tommy muttered against his neck, voice cracking. His angle was better now, and the pressure in him was 
slowly getting more pleasant, so Nikki wiggled his last trapped hand free to reach up and run through Tommy's 
sweaty curls and down his back to his ass and then his thigh, dragging him closer. He thrust lazily back into 
Tommy's thrusts and Tommy groaned quietly in his ear. Almost as a shock, a bite to his neck over the two 
bruises left earlier had Nikki right on the edge with Tommy's hand still constant on his dick and he moaned, 


long and low to let Tommy know. 
"Shit, Tommy," he said breathlessly. 


‘Mmmhf," Tommy groaned into his shoulder, thrusting becoming erratic, "Nikki," he licked at the sweat on 
Nikki's chest, bit his collarbone. Nikki was glad he finished first as Tommy barely managed to pull out before 
doing so himself, getting it all over Nikki. Nikki made a face and squirmed at the sensation. 


"Fucker," he smacked him on the ass halfheartedly, "Thats fucking gross." 


Tommy just collapsed on top of him with a huff of laughter, kissing his cheek like he always did. Nikki couldn't 
help smiling slightly back at the weird sense of normality it brought him. They shared a slow, fucked-out kiss 
before Tommy's high began winding down and he grimaced as he pulled back, flopping off of Nikki and onto the 


floor next to him. 


They shivered at the loss of heat and Nikki shakily sat up, his ass protesting as he moved to sit on it. He 
scrubbed his hands over his face with a frown and pushed his hair out of his face. The weight of the situation 
fell like bricks on his shoulders and he slumped, looking down at Tommy, took in the bruises on his neck, the 
flush running from his chest to his ears, the blood on his lip, the white dotted along his torso, and bite mark 
on his shoulder. He licked his lips at the sight and felt Tommy looking him over too, reached a hand up to 
cover the hickeys on his throat. He swallowed thickly, looking away as the feeling stayed deep in his gut. He 
heard Tommy take a shaky breath. 


"Fuck," he muttered. 


"Fuck," Nikki agreed solemnly. 


